JOHN   PHILIPS.

[Born, 1070,   Died, 1708,]

THE fame of this poet (says the grave doctor
of the last century), will endure as long as Blen-
heim is remembered, or cider drunk in England.
He might have added, as long as tobacco shall be
smoked : for Philips has written more meritori-
ously about the Indian weed, than about his'
native apple ; and his Muse appears to be more
in her element amidst the smoke of the pipe than
of the battle.

His father was archdeacon of Salop., and minis-
ter of Bampton, in Oxfordshire, where the poet
was born. He was educated at Winchester, and
afterwards at Cambridge. He intended to have
followed the profession of physic, and delighted
in the study of natural history, but seems to have
relinquished scientific pursuits when the reputa-
tion of his Splendid Shilling, about the year 1703,
introduced him to the patronage of Bolingbroke,
at whose request, and in whose house, he wrote
his poem on the Battle of Blenheim. This, like
his succeeding poem on Cider, was extravagantly

praised. Philips had) the merit of studying and
admiring Milton, but he never could imitate him
witKout ludicrous effect, either in jest or earnest.
His Splendid Shilling is the earliest, and one of
the best of our parodies ; but Blenheim is as com-
pletely a burlesque upon Milton as the Splendid
Shilling, though it was written and read with
gravity. In describing his hero, Marlborough,
stepping out of Q,ueen Anne's drawing-room, he
unconsciously cai-ries the mock heroic to perfec-
tion, when he says,

"Hisplumy crest

Nods horrible.   With more terrific port
lie walks, and seems already in the fight."

Yet such are the fluctuations of taste, that
contemporary criticism bowed with solemn ad-
miration over his Miltonic cadences. He was
meditating a still more formidable poem on the
Day of Judgment, when his life was prematurely
terminated by a consumption*.

THE   SPLENDID   SHILLING.

"............Sing, heavenly Muse!

Things unattempted yet, in prose or rhyme,**
A Shilling, Breeches, and Chimeras dire-

HAPPY the man, who void of cares and strife,
In silken or in leathern purse retains
A Splendid Shilling : he nor hears with pain
New oysters cried, nor sighs for cheerful ale :
But with his friends, when nightly mists arise,
To Juniper's Magpie, or Town-Hall* repairs :
Where, mindful of the nymph, whose wanton eye
Transfix'd his soul, and kindled amorous flames,
Chloe, or Phillis, he each circling glass
Wisheth her health, and joy, and equal love.
Meanwhile, he smokes, and laughs at merry tale,
Or pun ambiguous, or conundrum quaint.
But I, whom griping Penury surrounds,
And Hunger, sure attendant upon Want,
With scanty offals, and small acid tiff,
(Wretched repast!) my meagre corpse sustain :
Then solitary walk, or doze at home
In garret vile, and with a warming puff
Regale chill'd fingers; or from tube as black
As winter-chimney, or well-polish'd jet,
Exhale mundungus, ill-perfuming scent!
Not blacker tube, nor of a shorter size,
Smokes Cambro-Briton (versed in pedigree,
* Two noted alehouses at Oxford in 1700.

Sprung from Cadwallader and Arthur, kings

Full famous in romantic tale) when he

O'er many a craggy hill and barren cliff,

Upon a cargo of famed Cestrian cheese,

High over-shadowing rides, with a design

To vend his wares, or at th' Arvonian mart,

Or Mariduuum, or the ancient town

Yclep'd Brechinia, or where Vaga's stream

Encircles Ariconium, fruitful soil!

Whence flow nectareous wines, that well may vie

With Massic, Setin, or renown'd Falern.

Thus while my j oylcss minutes tedious flow,
With looks demure, and silent pace, a Dun,
Horrible monster I hated by gods and men,
To my aerial citadel ascends,
With vocal heel thrice thundering at my gate,
With hideous accent thrice he calls ; I know
The voice ill-boding, and the solemn sound.
What should I do ? or whither turn 1 Amazed,

[* Fenton* in a letter to the father of the Wartons,
makes mention of a copy of ver,ses by Philips against
Blackmore. The poem, if recoverable, would be a
curiosity.

The fame of Philips will live through his Splendid Shil-
ling and the poetic praises of Thomson and Cowper.]